52                  MARY STUART.             ACT i.

To know what end we are come to, or what hope
We took in'hand to cut this peril off
By what close mean soe'er and what foul hands
Unwashed of treason, which it yet mislikes
Your knightly palm to touch or close with, seeing
The grime of gold is baser than of blood
That barks their filthy fingers ? yet with these
Must you cross hands and grapple, or let fall
The trust you took to treasure.

Paukt.                                   Sir, I will,

Even till the queen take back that gave it; yet
Will not join hands with these, nor take on mine
The taint of their contagion ; knowing no cause
That should confound or couple my good name
With theirs more hateful than the reek of hell
You had these knaveries and these knaves in charge,
Not I that knew not how to handle them
Nor whom to choose for chief of treasons, him
That in mine ignorant eye, unused to read
The shameful scripture of such faces, bare
Graved on his smooth and simple cheek and brow
No token of a traitor; yet this boy,
This milk-mouthed weanling with his maiden chin,
This soft-lipped knave, late suckled as on blood
And nursed of poisonous nipples, have you not
Found false or feared by this, whom first you found
A trustier thief and worthier of his wage
Than I, poor man, had wit to find him ?   I,
That trust no changelings of the church of hell,
No babes reared pnestlike at the paps of Rome,